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Im  the  teacher,  you’re  the  school; 
Don’t  you  dare  to  break  a  rule. 
School,  school, 

Rule,  rule. 

Rainy,  shining’,  warm  or  cool; 
School,  school, 

Rule,  rule; 

Rainy,  shining-,  warm  or  cool. 


PLAYING  SCHOOL 

We  must  read  and  we  must  write;  When  Imtired  (that’s  therule, 


We  must  have  a  lot  of  chalk; 
Do  not  whisper,  do  not  talk. 
School,  school. 

Rule,  rule. 

Rainy,  shining; warm  or  cool; 
School,  school. 

Rule,  rule; 

Rainy,  shining-, warm  or  cool. 


We  must  never  cry  or  fight. 
School,  school. 

Rule,  rule. 

Rainy,  shining, warm  or  cool; 
School,  school. 

Rule,  rule; 

Rainy,  shining, warm  or  cool. 


I  can  stop  us  playing  school. 
School,  school. 

Rule,  rule. 

Rainy,  shining,warm  or  cool; 
School,  school. 

Rule,  rule; 

Rainy, shining,  warm  orcool. 


PLAYING  SCHOOL 
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MY  ROLLER  SKATES 

I  skate  in  circles  smooth  and  slick  through  ev’ry  city  street; 
And  when  the  autos  come  up  quick,  Im  clever  with  my  feet. 
But  when  I  see  a  child  that  cries  becaues  he’s  lost  his  ball; 

I  help  him  search  with  all  my  eyes,  and  do  not  even  fall. 


MY  ROLLER  SKATES 


9 


Merrily 

’iC 


f77  i1  f  l1  lr~  ^  l  y  f?--l  <0  J1 


.Hr 


5 


5 


£ 


I  skate  in  cir- cles  smooth  and  slick  Through  ev  -  Jry  ci  -  ty  street;. 


And  when  the  au  -  tos 


(4^ 

i-/T"l  /TT=f 

fri  = 

r^Tpr-i  > 

...  ^  p  . 

/T~l  j~T1=i 

- •  J  0  •  4 — 

t  >  r  * 

_+  m  ...  a —  - 

T  i  T  >  “ 

i* - = - 

»  ■ 

p*=*  * 

r  '“?p  * 

-- - Y - *- 

ar  *  f  J  - 

t  jr  T" 

-* — -  -  -y---. 

«  J  #  *  J  1 

r  >  r"  >" ' ' 

:- - V - - - 

-K  -  -* 

— h — r 

k - 

.  L,  ‘ 

H  n 

c 

a 

- 

j ) 

) 

—  \  —  -  \ 

^ ^  x ;  r; 

VZ 

frr>  f 

»  / 

a * 

a 

^  ^ 

w 

n  w  i 

.  L 

■  1 

L 

vu 

/  L/  

-I  W  v  W 

a 

a 

Vf 

9  i 

a 

come  up  quick, 

I’m 

PH 

n 

cle  -  ver  with  my 

feet.  But  ■» 

when  I  see  a 

child  that  cries  Be- 

/  u 

i  r  r  . 

— 

— — 

r — ™“ 

— - — 

,rar-;:,j  ,, — 

L  /A _ w  0§  ^  _ 

•  m 

a  - 

a 

W  i-  J 

1  All? _ _ _ m _ k _ 

- . - w w 

•  a  —  • 

u V* m 

a  a 

,»n'ixzl:.a  ..  aU.i^T~a 

)  «J  f  TT  ^ 

r  > 

r > 

r  i  y 

0  •  ^  • 

*\  y  “  y 

T  > 

r  ? 

f  ■' 

a 

i  r 

^ 

/•  ■ 

V  « v 

i 

y 

—  *y 

w  «v 

V 

v 

1  ./ 

7  F  7 

7 

7 

t  1 

7 

7 

7 

7 

V  « 

- 

m 

/\  u  Slower  - 

W_ L 

_ _ _  ^ 

- - — - - 

In  tin 

K  m  ^ - 

w  1 

rL  **  ^ 

1 

k 

« \ 

r— - - 

5. 

/  1 

r  r 

TT 

zzmi— 

n 

^  • 

*  /  1 

^517  <  w , 

1  -T - 

1 

V 

L7 

n  w  a 

^  a 

— j - - 1 ^ - 

cause  he’s  lost  his 

“i  h 

ball; 

i  

- r - 

i 

s 

help  him  search  with  all  my  eyes.  And 

— [ - ^ ^ 

do  not  ev  -  en  fall. 

- k  ^v— 

— — — — — - — 

i  i  i  —ar 

^1  1 

i  xT  ^ 

.  -J  •  ^ 

r®* 

A_ J 

m  m  j  w  m  s  j 

- - V 

11  ^  • 

f  ' 

^  * 

- a — Liu  m  •  ar 

fr* 

T.  w  w 

 l*  c  ^  »  A  a 

\  *S7o« 

r1  ^  H 

r~ 

a  . 

flr  y  f  y 

Iti  time 

r  y  i 

r  y  f  y 

^  1 

• 

1  XTT»  ^ 

zurn  a 

f  /•  t*  ■ 

w - 

- «;  T  ^ 

V ^ ^ 

^ X 

v 

i  -7  d 

i  7 

7  7 

7 

7 

/  r 

— f  a  ■ 

\  - 

W - 1 

F 

d=t£Ft 

7  J 

-«  1 

~a 

i ^ 

Uj 

a - 

10 


MY  KIDDIE  KAR 

I  love  my  little  Kiddie  Kar, 

On  which  I  travel,  oh,  so  far! 
All  up  and  down  our  street; 

And  when  I  want  to  take  a  ride, 
I  only  have  to  get  astride, 

And  push  it  with  my  feet. 

And  push  it  with  my  feet . 


MY  KIDDIE  KAR 
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MY  TEA- SET 

I  have  a  Tea  -  set,  White  and  Blue 
That  everyone  adores; 

I  serve  my  dolls  and  kittens,  too, 

From  the  little  blue  pot  that  pours. 

We  have  big  cookies,  round  and  sweet. 
To  make  it  seem  more  fun; 

And  then  we  eat  and  eat  and  eat, 

Till  every  thing  is  done. 
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MY  TEA  SET 

In  moderate  time 


SHOE  -  STRING 

Shoe-string*,  Shoe-string*, 
lace  it  left  and  rig*ht; 
Shoe-string*,  Shoe-string*, 
Morning*,  Noon  and  Nig*ht 
Lace  the  shoe  up  higrh  and  neat; 
Little  hands  help  little  feet; 
Shoe-string*,  Shoe-string*, 
Make  the  bow  hold  tig*ht. 


SHOE-STRING 
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BATH  AT  BEDTIME 


In  the  bath  the  baby  plumps; 

Slaps  the  water  -  how  it  jumps; 

From  the  tub,  then,  warm  and  full, 
Into  blankets,  soft  and  wool; 

Pink  toes  pressing*  to  the  fire, 
Laughing,  leaping*,  hig-her  and  higher; 
Fat  and  silly  Teddy  Bear 
Willy  nilly  must  be  there. 


Shiny  eyes  with  lashes  long*, 

Flutter  down  at  mother’s  song; 
Curly  head  the  softness  seeks; 
Sleepy  fring-es  sweep  pink  cheeks. 
Little  hands  no  more  demur; 

Now  the  breath  comes  -  just  a  purr,* 
Pussy  cat,  furry  ball, 

Sleeps  like  that  -  purr  and  all. 


Teddy  Bear  has  lost  an  ear; 

Baby  bit  it  off  last  year; 

Though  the  Ted  is  very  meek, 
Baby  cannot  bite  his  squeak. 
Daddy  carries  Babe  upstairs; 
Carries  her  as  if  he  cares; 

Little  Wys  nestle  tight; 

Dreamy  eyes  droop  “good  night’.’ 
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BATH  AT  BEDTIME 

Softly 
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Sing-  these  two  measures  loudly  for  Is-  Verse 
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NOTE:  a  tempo  means  to  return  to  first  time 


The  street  is  like  a  great  long- floor 
Just  made  for  us  to  run; 

That’s  not  what  its  intended  for;- 
Which  makes  it  still  more  fun. 

Tag-!  You’re  it!  You  know  you’re  it! 
And  yet  you  do  not  mind  a  bit! 

Tag-!  Tag!  Tagl  You’re  it! 

And  yet  you  do  not  mind  a  bit! 


PLAYING  TAG 

The  mothers  use  it  for  their  walks 
The  motors  for  their  trucks; 

The  idlers  use  it  for  their  talks; 
The  hucksters  for  their  hucks! 
Tag! You’re  it!  You  know  you’re  it! 
And  yet  you  do  not  mind  a  bit! 

Tag!  Tag!  Tag!  You’re  it! 

And  yet  you  do  not  mind  it  a  bit! 


We  children  use  it  for  our  games; 

The  games  that  make  us  call; 

And  laugh  and  shout  and  yell  out  names; 
The  game  that’s  best  of  all  - 
IS  (spoken) 

Tag!  you  it!  You  know  you’re  it! 

And  yet  you  do  not  mind  a  bit! 

Tag!  Tag!  Tag!  You’re  it! 

And  yet  you  do  not  mind  it  a  bit ! 
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Seat  the  children  round  in  rows, 
All  their  presents  tied  with  bows- 
Two  for  ev’ry  year  Ive  had; 

One  to  grow  on  -  big-  as  Dad. 
Each  of  you  can  have  ice-cream. 
With  a  piece  of  frosted  cake. 


MY  BIRTHDAY 

Lig-ht  the  candles,  two  by  two; 

Do  the  way  we  always  do. 

When  my  birthday  comes  around; 
Don’t  you  make  a  single  sound, 

Or  you  cannot  have  ice  -  cream, 
With  a  piece  of  frosted  cake. 


Now  Im  six,  that’s  nearly  seven; 
WThen  I  die  and  go  to  heaven 
For  my  candles  i’ll  have  stars; 

In  the  middle  Ill  have  Mars; 
Heaped-up  clouds  for  my  ice-cream; 
And  the  moon  my  frosted  cake. 
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PLAYING  SOLDIERS 

They  march  before  me  row  by  row; 

Above  them  floats  the  flag:; 

They  hold  their  heads  and  chests  just  so, 

And  never  seem  to  lag:. 

Left,  right,  left,  right; 

Red  and  white  and  blue. 

Soldiers  may  be  only  toys; 

But  they  fight  for  girls  and  boys. 

Left,  rig-ht ,  left,  rig-ht; 

All  forme  and  you. 

They  make  my  nurs’ry  look  so  bright 
When  they  are  on  parade; 

And  when  in  battle  how  they  fight 
For  home  and  lemonade! 

Left,  right,  left, right; 

Red  and  white  and  blue. 

Soldiers  maybe  only  toys; 

But  they  fight  for  girls  and  boys. 

Left,  right,  left,  right; 

All  forme  and  you. 

PLAYING  SOLDIERS 


March  time 


m 


With  spirit 


£ 


s 


5 


s 


% 


i 


H 


sf 


They  march  be-fore  me  row  by  row;  A- 
They  make  my  nurs-’ry  look  so  bright, When 

fej  j  m 


m 


HH 


r 


F 


r  ’  r 


£ 


£ 


£ 


23 


£ 


5 


Very  loud  and  broad 


5 


i. 


~\  r 


2. 


£ 


H 


£ 


f 


Still  they  fight  for  girls  and  boys.  Left,  right,  Left,  right;  All  forme  and  you 


you. 


Pi 


5^^ 


* 


r 


Very  loud  and  broad 


r 


m 


m 


l  13- 


r 


*=¥ 


Playing  Soldiers 
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MY  VICTORY  KITE 

I  fly  my  kite  up, 

Oh,  so  high! 

It  almost  seems 
To  touch  the  sky 
To  start  it  off, 

I  have  to  run; 

But  that  is  more 
Than  half  the  fun. 

My  kite  is  Red 
And  White  and  Blue; 
Its  tail  is  those 
Same  colors, too. 

I  love  to  fly  it; 

But,  you  know 
It  takes  the  wind 
To  make  it  go. 


With  animation 


MY  VICTORY  KITE 
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My  Victory  Kite 


I’ve  dolls  of  celluloid  and  bisque; 
With  eyes  of  brown  and  blue; 

I’ve  dolls  that  will  not  take  a  risk; 

And  dolls  most  daring-,  too. 

Dolls,  dolls,  dolls; 

Always  within  call; 

Books  and  toys  are  nice,  but  dolls 
Are  nicer  than  them  all. 

I’ve  dolls  that  talk  anddollsthat  walk; 
And  dolls  that  stay  quite  still; 

I’ve  dolls  that  cry  and  dolls  that  balk; 
And  dolls  that  g-et  quite  ill. 

Dolls,  dolls,  dolls; 

Always  within  call; 

Books  and  toys  are  nice,  but  dolls 
Are  nicer  than  them  all. 


MY  DOLLS 

I  ve  dolls  that  blink  and  dolls  that  wink; 
With  straig-ht  hair  or  with  curled; 

No  child  has  finer  dolls,  I  think, 

In  all  the  whole  round  world. 

Dolls,  dolls,  dolls, 

Always  within  call; 

Books  and  toys  are  nice,  but  dolls 
Are  nicer  than  them  all. 

But  when  I  see  a  child  that’s  poor; 
Without  a  doll  or  toy, 

It’s  fun  to  g-ive  her  one,  I’m  sure; 

Then  both  of  us  have  joy. 

Dolls,  dolls,  dolls; 

Always  within  call; 

Books  and  toys  are  nice, but  dolls 
Are  nicer  than  them  all. 


i  Eleven  Other  SongsI 


CHRISTMAS  DAY 

The  snow  is  on  the  roadway,  and  the  moon  is  through  the  trees; 
The  kids  are  coasting  swiftly,  and  the  bells  are  on  the  breeze; 

The  mother’s  hangingholly,  and  the  fathers  hanging  round; 

While  soft  and  woolly  covers  tuck  the  baby  safe  and  sound. 

The  bird  is  in  the  oven ,  and  the  odor’s  on  the  air; 

The  fruit  is  on  the  table  in  a  shining  colored  square; 

The  cook  is  baking  secrets,  and  the  postman’s  down  the  street, 
With  packages  and  postal-cards  that  greet  and  greet  and  greet. 

The  dog  is  in  the  snowdrift,  and  the  cat  is  by  the  fire; 

The  boys  and  girls  are  helping  trim  the  tree  up  even  higher. 

The  heart  is  in  the  business,  for  the  mine!  is  full  of  fun; 

This  day’s  a  way  of  being  nice,  but  this  the  nicest  one! 
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MY  FIRST  HAIRCUT 


The  scissors  make  a  funny  snip, 

As  round  my  head  they  clip  and  clip. 
My  curls  now  lie  upon  the  floor; 

My  mother’s  cry  ing  by  the  door. 

My  head  feels  bare,  and  very  high; 

I  wish  my  mother  would  not  cry; 

Im  sure  I’m  now  to  old  for  toys; 


i’ll  play  rough  games,  like  other  boys. 
My  curls  are  put  in  a  box; 

My  mother  calls  them  “golden  locks” 
Now  they  are  gone,  I’m  very  glad; 

So  why  does  she  look  white  and  sad? 
Somehow  my  head  feels  cold  and  queer; 
And  very  lonely,  mother  dear! 


MY  FIRST  HAIRCUT 


J>  J‘  J>  1 1 


would  not  cry:  I’m  sure  I’m  much  too 


/~3  if*) 


m 


r 


t 


i 


35 


Rather  slowly 


sL--  ift'  h—jt~  }  |  &  n  ■  J,-  J)  I  J>  J>  J>  t  ^  t  J> 


j  j>  j>  jn 


old  for  toys  i’ll  play  rough  games  like  oth  -  er  boys.  My  curls  are  now  put _  in  a  box;  My 


ri  3 


f 


m 


ipp 


f 


r 


r  ^ 

Rather  slowly 


r 


\ 


s 


P 


w  * 


r\ 


A  little  faster 


rdf-k — m - if) - 1 

P=F= 

e 

L  d 

- TT- - -f) - 1 

c - k - 

■  -  j)  3  =fF 

!fel>  IT  d =e 

f  / 

- M 

L ~ 

5 

i.  J 

.  .wL:  : 

I ; 

-T  J  J'  =#= 

9J 


moth  -  er  calls  them  '‘Gold  -  en  locks’.’  Now  they  are  gone,  Im  ve  -  ry  glad;  So  why  does  she  look 

r\  ~ 


i 


w  m 


T  r 


z: 


i 


^  f 

^ ^ 


L4  little  /aster 


T 


r — r 


P 


£ 


Slower  /^\ 

1  ;  r* 


P 


a  tempo  .  ^  Slowly  to  finish 

J  J  IrPif  »p  If  J  J  1 


l>  J- 


white  and  sad?  Some  how  my  head  feels  cold  and  qimer;  And  ve-_ry  lone  ly  moth-er  dear! 


Jlv  First  Haircut -2 


36 


MY  MOTHER’S  TELEPHONE 


My  mother  has  a  funny  way,  -  she  talks  into  the  wall;  For  he  can  talk  of  pirate-ships,  and  big- men  -who  are  bad; 

And  why  she  likes  to  do  it  so  I  cannot  see  at  all;  While  mother  talks  into  the  wall,  and  says  that  Dad  is  here; 

She  says  to  send  up  lettuce,  and  she  asks  a  friend  to  dine.  And  getting-  very  sore  at  her,  so“l  must  run, my,  dear"  (spoken.) 
She  talks  about  her  troubles,  but  she  never  speaks  of  mine.  And  yet  she  keeps  on  talking.  Say,  when  I  get  big  and  grown, 
But  when  my  Dad  gets  home  at  night,  Im  always  very  glad;  I  will  not  have  a  wall  that  has  a  thing  they  call  a  phone. 


37 


In  Moderate  time 


MY  MOTHER’S  TELEPHONE 


38 


£ 


Broadly 


£ 


i 


* 


ft 

pi -rate  ships  and  big  men  who  are  bad; 


r  p 


3 


si 


'liile  moth-er  talks  in  -  to  the  wall,  and  says  that  Dad  is 

li 


1 


w 


si 


* 


t 


t 


Broadly  ”  ^ 

m  j  SS  i 


W-  n- 


r  r 


r  r 


a 


if 


A.  ■-*- 


21 


— 

'y  rj 

m 

. 

J 

r 

- M 

- M 

- M 

m 

- 

- L - 

here, 


* 


1 


=f  f 


tip 


f  »f 


r=T 


zz: 


£ 


£ 


* 


Broadly 


3 


j  J  J  J  i  j-  ^  ii 


£ 


12* - V 

talk-ing!  Saylwhen  I  Get  Big  And  Grown,  I 


* 


will  not  have  a  wall  that  has  a  thing  they  call  a 


phone. 


^v=M 


f=f 


f^f 


IS'T 


f 


Broadly 


r 


r 


r^f 


1 


#=*= 


<2 


zz: 


My  Mother’s  Telephone-  2 


MY  BABY  SISTER 


Last  night  I  had  one  sister,  Lou; 
This  morning  I  ve  another,  too; 
The  new  one’s  very  red  and  new; 
In  woolly  blankets,  pink  and  blue. 


She’s  sort  of  like  another  pet; 
They’ve  let  me  name  her  “Sally  Bet,’ 
She  isnotgoodformuch,  and  yet, 

A  nicer  child  - 1  never  met! 


But  when  I  want  to  yell  and  run; 
And  march  about,  and  hold  a  gun, 
My  older  sister’s  lots  more  fun; 
And  yet,  I  like  the  little  one! 
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MY  GOAT  THAT  DIED 

I  left  him  tied,  and  went  away, 

While  he  stood  nipping- grass  and  hay. 
When  I  came  back,  I  found  him  dead; 
The  rope  around  his  little  head 
Had  cut  his  throat  in  a  cruel  way. 

I  cried  and  cried,  as  there  he  lay; 

So  stiff  and  cold  and  very  still; 

With  wistful  eyes,  as  if  to  say, 

“My  little  master  would  not  stay.” 

My  g-oat  was  not  yet  old  or  ill; 

And  should  not  die  in  such  a  way; 

But,  thinking- 1  would  like  to  play, 

I  left  him  tied,  and  went  away; 

So  my  g-oat  died  that  summer  day. 
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My  Goat  That  Died 


A  CHILD’S  PRAYER 

Dear  Jesus,  I  am  Thy  little  cup, 

To  bring-  Thee  water  from  Thy  sea; 

Thou  holdest  me,  and  moldest  me  a  shape  I  like  to  be. 

Dear  Shepherd,  I  am  Thy  little  lamb; 

Thou  bearest  me  most  carefully; 

Thou  foldest  me  upon  Thy  breast,  and  I  love  Thee. 
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A  CHILD’S  PRAYER 


YOU  AT  SEVEN 


Your  face  is  like  a  dare; 

With  tints  of  rose  and  brown; 

A  scarlet  tam  forever  sliding-  down 
Your  flyings  hair. 


Your  sled  is  brig-ht  and  newr; 

And  shoots  across  the  snow; 

While  frightened  trees  come  rushing  up  to  you 
As  dowTn  you  go. 
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A  BABY’S  SHAPE 

How  do  you  come  to  be  that  shape? 
Dear  little  cuddly  tike; 

Small  round  body  and  big-  round  eyes; 
The  shape  that  mothers  like. 
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A  BABY’S  SHAPE 
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THE  ELF 


I  love  children  kind  and  good, 
For  Im  an  elf, 

And  live  in  a  wood-, 

I  almost  have  to  live  there, 

For  who  could  picture  to  himself 
A  gnome  in  a  city  square? 
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MY  ALL  DAY  LOLLIPOP 

I’ve  one  father,  and  one  mother, 

And  one  sister,  and  one  brother; 

And  I  like  them  quite  a  bit, 

When  they  don’t  call,  and  make  me  come; 
And  Im  pretty  fond  of  Granny, 

With  her  spicy  sugar-plum; 

But  oh,  my  all  -day  lollipop, 

That  I  love  best  of  all. 

For  it  is  pink,  and  smooth,  and  sticky; 
And  Im  never  through  with  it. 
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LITTLE  GIRLS  AT  NIGHT 

A  thatch  of  hair, 

A  Teddy  Bear, 

The  covers  tucked  in  tight; 

A  little  face, 

Two  dolls  in  place, 

And  vast  concern  for  light. 
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